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me tell you this. You can't write about the contemplative
life unless you're the sort of man capable of living it."
"I know/* Lewis said. "It's much more important to
me to become a man of that sort than to write the history.
But you must have a concrete task to live by while you're
learning—worshipping God, or shepherding, or illuminat-
ing manuscripts, or writing a history. It's all one."
Jedwell twisted a button on his tunic. "I see. That
sounds like sense. Look here/' he added, his hand shaking
a little and his eyes coming up in compelled shyness, "if
you want the Indian stuff—and I don't see how you can
*do without it—I know about that, or did once. Might have
been better for me if I'd known a bit less. Lot of good it's
done me. ... Still, we might talk, if you care to."
Sezley had been swinging Lewis's attach^ case on his
finger.
"Aren't you coming, Alison?" he said, and, as they
crossed the courtyard; "What's the matter with Jedwell?
I've never seen him like that. He doesn't know anything
about it, does he?"
"Yes, he does," Lewis answered.
They went to the dormitory together. In it, hunched
over a drawing-board, was Ferrard, a naval officer who,
like Ballater, had left the Service as a midshipman; a Scot
with high cheek-bones and tight lips and dark, curving eye-
brows that gave to his face an expression of amusement
and surprise. The white sun of early March shone on his
paper. Looking over his shoulder, Lewis saw a map of
the fort.
"Alison's books have come," Sezley cried.
"What the hell does he want books for?" Ferrard an-
swered, carefully wiping the pen that he was using for red
ink, Then he became aware that Lewis was at his side. His
eyebrows went up into his forehead and his lips flickered
into a smile. He grasped Lewis's arm. "Look here, Alison,"
he_said, "you can help me," and while he explained his
difficulties they leaned over the map together. The greater
part of its outline was complete—the two islands connected
by * narrow arm of land; on the smaller, the courtyard,

